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>p dir="ltr" style="line-height: 1.38; margin-top: 0pt; margin-bottom: 0pt; text-indent: 36pt;"span style="font-size: 14.666666666666666px; font-family: Arial; color: #000000; background-color: transparent; font-weight: 400; font-style: normal; font-variant: normal; text-decoration: none; vertical-align: baseline; white-space: pre-wrap;"What did Cedric say about sticking my landing? Straighten your body out? Relax your muscles? Whatever it was, it never came to me as I hit the grassy earth with more force than I had expected. I looked down at my hands, both of which were scraped, but they seemed to be the worst of my injuries... If one could even call them that. span/p  
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